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CONDITIONS OF THE AWARD OF $3,000.
j. Xo the reader from whom the Journal receives by mall at it/ publication office. Nassau street. New 1'ork City, the most complete and

correct solution In all its details of the entire mystery in *'The Mill of Silence/' as it shall be disclosed in the tinal chapter of the story in
the Journal the sum of $1,000 will tie paid. The entire sum of $3,000 will be divided into 150 prizes, as follows:

FOR THIC BEST SOLUTION, $1,000. FOR THE JFOUR NEXT BEST SOLUTIONS ($50 EA CH), $200.
FOB THE SECOND BEST SOLUTION, $500. FOR THE EIGHT NEXT BEST SOLUTIONS ($25 EACH), $200.
FOR THE THIIUJ BEST SOLUTION. $300. FOR THE HO NEXT BEST SOLUTIONS ($5 EACH), $700.
FOR THE FOURTH BEST SOLUTION. $100. Making a total of 13(i prizes awarded, $3,000.

In awarding the prizes there will be no change in the above table either as respects the number of prizes given or the amount of each
prize.

2. The Journal is pre-eminently a family newspaper, and its daily instalment of a high-grade serial story is a feature intended specially
to commend It to the home circle. -To emphasize.and advartise.the fact that the Journal is a newspaper particularly suitable for woman's
reading, the further condition is made that the $3,000 in prizes shall be paid only for explanations sent in by WOMEN and GIRLS. All may
read, but only WOMEN and GIRLS may guess.awl win the $3,000.

3. "The Mill of Silence" will continue in dally instalments until Thursday, Mav 28. on which date all but the final chapter will have
been published. The interval betwean Thursday, May 28, and Friday, June 5, inclusive, will be allowed for the forwarding of guesses.
For no reason whatever will guesses be received and considered after 6 o'clock p. m.. Friday, June 5. Tbo final instalment of the story, dis¬
closing the mvsterv, will be published in the Journal, Monday, June S.

RULES OF THE COMPETITION.
1. Dut ONE solution may be entered by any one reader.
2. All guesses must be sent by mail and In no otber way. plainly addressed to "Prize Story Editor, THE JOURNAL, Nassau street,

^"eW 3°'Inquiries not considered fully ar.swered here will bo answered in THE JOURNAL, if the Inquiries are addressed to "The Prize Story
Editor," and accompanied by a two-cent stamp or postal card.

4. The $.5,000 will be awarded und<>r the conditions and rules here set forth, and according to the best judgment of the Judges appointed
by THE JOURNAL, and these judges will have complete control and final decision beyond all appeal In all matters relatVig to this contest, and
ail "solutions" wi'.l be received and judged uubject to this provision.

5 The guesses may be made the reader's own wordR, in the English language, and without any attempt at "fine writing," and with¬
out reviewing the story at length.simply attempting to give as many facts and details as will make up "the most CQinpleta and correct
solution " as called for in Condition No. 1. Guesses must disclose the mystery and such material facts of the plot revealed in the develop¬
ment of'the story as mav be deemed necessary by the Judges to a clear and full explanation of the mystery in its details.

6. Names and addresses of the winners of the $3,000 in cash prizes will be published in THE JOURNAL at the earliest possible
iate after the Judges have determined the awards

7 No '-ondition of terra of subscription to THE JOURNAL Is imposed. Guessers must be women and girls, and necessarily they must
be readers of THE JOURNAL, but they may read the story in THE JOURNAL taken by any member of the family and need not bo regular
subscribers themselves In ord*r to enter the competition. While only women and girls may guess and win the prizes, ttyey may receive help
In their guessing from any or all members of the family.

A Supplement of the Journal containing the first seven chapters of " The Mill of Silence
will be mailed to any address upon receipt of a two cent stamp.*
Chap. 29..A Sudeten Determination.
The inquest was over; tbe jurj h.id re¬

turned a merciful verdict; the mortal peEg part of Poo, weak -d-lovable D^ly was put gently out of slirht
daisies to grow over by and by.
The tragedy. ruffling Its obscure pool of

life, had broken and swept by; and we. th
minor actors In it. had fallen back into

our places to rebuild o^the ruins of the
past with the best spirit we could muster.
Jason had been called, but, not respond¬

ing and his presumed evidence being
Judged not necessarily material to the in¬

quiry. had escaped the responsibility of an

examination, and, as I knew, for the time
being at least, a deadlier risk. Mention of
his name left an ugly stain on the proceed-
lTownnlSf after night, alone with my¬
self aid my despair, I ^^athe wreck and ruiii of my ^
terrible devastation I had to face'
secret hope on which I had buwt my whole
scheme of personal redemption was fallenMow, bringing with it all my labored
structure of independent happiness.SlZyp so fa^as1 this life was concerned,
could never now be mine; and '"'L Thetion of this had burst- upon me only at tne
moment when the moral barrler that had
divided me from her was broken down.
That wound u ust forevermore eat like a
cancer with me. What did it matter now
that other red injuries had found the heal¬
ing virtue of vindication, when I felt a
tooth always in my heart that no time
could dull the point of?

.Then, in the worst writhing moments of
my anguish, a new savage lust of sleutn
began to prickle and crawl over me like a
leprosy.a certain wild-beast exultation
over the wafting of blood-scent to my
nostrils. If all else were taken from me
I still had that Interest to cheer me
* -nuirv "fe.tLv! hounding of my brothers
lrdef This feeling, fed of a bitter re¬

sentment that I should have been for so
long made the scapegoat of another s crime
was curiously intermingled with a revival
ir. mv heart of loyalty to Modred. The
blow to me seemed to Involve his honor.
Ho had been my friend.at least inex¬
tricably kin to me in a common cause
against the world. And the world I had,
nevertheless, so w akly appealed to hau
treated me like a -dog.

I would wo were txiys as o fold.
In the field, hy the fold;
K's outrage, 'Sod's patieuce, man's scorn,
Were so effjflly borne!

When I turned to the vile figure of the
"

iOthe: irtio survived, the dead boy s near-
forgotten personality showed up in a "ght
almost lovably humorous and pathetic. My
fevered soul bathed itself in the memory of
his whimsicalities, till very tenderness be-
eot an oath rh.n I would never rest till I
had tracked down his destroyer.
And was Jason that? That It were so,

could afford to stand aside for the P*e»*nt
and leave him to the mercy of a daadiler
Nemesis he had summoned to his own un¬
doing. Were that chase to slacken, then
might it be my tum to take up the pur-

""set coldlv, at the same time, on a justice

WOMEN AND PERFUME.
Delicate Odors "Women May Use

with Propriety.
Formula for Home-Made Violet Ex¬

tract, and Praise for
Orris Boot.

The use of perfumes seems to be as old
as this beautiful world Itself. Originally
they were used chiefly by the priests in

t. e temples In the form of Incense, as tbe

etymology of the word per-fumum indi¬

cates. Later they were developed in vari¬

ous form of ointments and oils. The

heavily seeded powder known to-day as

sachet powder was later Invented.
It Is safe to say that sweet perfumes will

always be more or less freely used, by the

gentler sex at least.^ The line, however,
between delicacy and offensive vulgarity in

the choice of scents is an^xtremely nar¬

row one and worthy of a little thought.
A woman should choose the perfume she

Intends to use as carefully as she selects

her garments, with the finest sense o£ pro¬
priety and'fitness of which she is capable.
.'A woman so unrefined as to change hei

perfume as she does the style of her bon¬

net," says Karr, "Is hopeless."
. On the contrary, tbe woman that ever

exhales the same delicate fragrance is like
the flower she resembles. We think of her
and know her as the Incarnation of the
violet or the rose with which she Is assim¬
ilated. Fifty per cent at least of the most
fastidious Had personally exquisite women
of the present day confine themselves to
violet perfume, using it in sachet pow der,
soaps, concentrated extract and toilet
waters and creams.
It may surprise some of the Journal read¬

ers to know that the real violet (the actual
"ov.er) Is scarcely used at all in munufac-

innumerable waters and odors
'inder the name of the little

or orris Is the base
'lellcatc "violet

'allows:

volved come other person whom be left
nameless. This might bc-probably^as a
mere ruse to throw me off the »cent- In
anY case I should refuse to hold him ac
Quitted in the absence of directer evidence.

Still I could not stay a ^rtain speiculalive
wandejlng of my thoughts. If Dot Jas®"tM''circled D*r!
Cracfconthcope. Wliat £could induce any one or them to a aeea bo
horrible? What dark interest could.bes ad¬
vanced In a single instance of Mmlred s
death? Jason alone of them had ttie temp
tation and the interest and, above all, the
nature to act upon a hideous impulse. On
Jason must lie the suspicion till he could

P7tVewimnoifuntnCIbout the third night of
my gloomy pondering that the 1
lutlon was formed in me,'°h '%ehethinsr and return to my fatnei. Ane ra^of Zvp's reference to the letter he had sent
me had been so completely absGrbed ln ti <

tense excitement of the last few days that
when in a moment it recurred to me 1
banned to my feet and began pacing the
room like a caged animal that scents free-

d°R?.' the old man In his loneliness desired

torne<l
°
Ufe^here SU^pLi.* foTe

any linger The notoriety attaching to those
pitiful proceedings was- at1.adJffl.aklangs^r>eregular attendance at the office a sore
trial Duke had sent in his resignation the
very morning of his attack on me before
Jason's house, and had been seen at: Great

^andTone^wlTh^-I a^odls!wav financially independent, for Ripley'sLneVous acknowledgment of my services
oouDled with my own frugal manner of
life hnd enabled me to put into
investments sufficient to Pr°dnee an »
pst that would keep me, at least, fiom

StAndatii°nn'addltion. how could I Prosecute
mv secret inquiries better than on the
very scene of the deed? I would go. My
decision was sudden and final. I would
k'
x]jen and there I sat down and wrote a

hrie* 'ptter to mv father.
"I have only within the last fey days

I said, "learned of the letter you wrote
me three months ago. Jason destroyed it
lest I should find out he was marneu to
Zvp I now tell you I am ready to do as
vou wish.to return and live with you, It
vou still desire it. In my own case, I can
endure my present life here no longer. I ljonreceipt of a word from you I will come.
As I wrote, the wind, bringing clouds of

rain with it. was booming and thundering
against the window. Soft weather had suc¬
ceeded to the ice-breathing blasts of a few
days back, and I thought of a lonely
grave out there in the night of London,
and of how just now the water must be
gushing in veins and runnels over its

el'«Dony-D°ony! May lt^ash clean your

Stained and fallen child! Which ot us
who walks straiglitly before our fellows
would not forego passion and revenge, and
all the hot raptures of this blood-red -world,
to lie down with you deep in the codl.ssweet
earth and rest and forget?

I went out and posted my letter. The
streets were swept clean of their human ref¬
use Only a few belated vehicles trundled
it out against the downpour, setting their
polished roofs as shields against the myriad-,
pointed darts of the storm.

press. The former is the best and most
economical method.
Orris alone is much used as a sachet

powder-it Is always far better to add a
little musk to it, as the musk holds the
perfume.
The odor from the orris root is greatly

affected by many fastidious French wo¬

men, and it is quite a common practice
to throw an orris root necklace into the
final water used in washing the linen of
the Parisienne elegante.

It is said that one French woman, upon
being reproached by her confessor for her
extravagance in this direction, replied that
if she were going .to perdition she in¬
tended to go smelling of orris, and she
said she thought even his satanic majesty
would find it pleasanter than sulphur.

HARRIET HUBBARD AYER.
Answers to Correspondents.

Apostle..I wrote a paper a short time
since on superfluous hair which was pub¬
lished in the Journal. The Oriental depil¬
atory is called "Rusma." There are a

great many Imitations of it. The true
"Rusma" is composed of the arsenical
iron pyrites found in Galatla, mixed with
half its weight of quick lime, both being
first reduced to fine powder. It is kept
in this powder, tightly corked, and before
its application a portion of it is either
boiled or mixed with a strong alkaline lje.
It is too complicated for amateurs to pre-
pare.
E m..This advice was given in tne

Journal of last week.
Daphne, Actress and France..Massage,

vocal culture, out-door exercise, calisthen¬
ics, if persisted in, will develop the bust.
^ p Pvrogalllc stain, diluted with

twice or thrlc/ its weight with pure waoter
and a little proof spirits, will darken the
^
C. C. 0..I think j'ou can get a skeleton

cap which I am sure is successful ip the
treatment for protruding' ears, at any one

of the shops where aur
and appliances of that na... e are sold.

Mary M-.If the growth Is very recent
the camel's hair face scrubbing i?ru*h and
dry friction should remove it.

HARRIET HUBBARE^AYER.
Women's breadwinning has been treated by

many writers, but to avoid the discouraging « S
perience so many encounter, a woman must have
some one secret of success. Let ber learn to do
-me one thing so thoroughly that ber way of

shall create a demand for her work,
'ucation only fits one to battle

weapons, but a tbor-
"-«sion, trade or art

tin* proper

As I crossed the street to return, a great
tiled wagon, emerging slowly through the
mist of driving rain, came creaking toward
me. I could not tell why, bat som-e odd
feeling drove ine to stand and watch its
coming. Its wheels revolved red, as if tliej
had turned all day in fields of blood and
gashed with spears of lamplight, the niua
and water spun from their tires looked red

a'suddenly I found myself straining and
striving to answer some question.what, J.
did not know, but the red wheels came
nearer, and, entering my point of perspec¬
tive, were resolved into one that went
whirling round and round and gave fortn a
hollow, booming sound, with which the
dripping noise of monstrous gouts into some
secret pit was intermingled.

I felt mvself leaning forward, horribly
expectant of the push that, in another mo¬
ment was to send me shrieking anil splash¬
ing down to whirl for ages in a hideous im¬
prisonment.when I was aware of

.
the

wagoner whoaing up his team with a iiigBt-
ened shout and a curse.
Then I found myself standing in the road,

not a yard from the foremost wheel, which
a second later, would have crushed the life

0"'\Vhoa1:' hallooed the startled rustic:
"gatten owut the way, marn! Yiart the
blazes is up wi' the creature!"
He poured out a torrent of Invective

ribald and enraged on my presumed attempt
to get a poor fellow into trouble.
"Go and droon thaysen in the Thames

River," he shouted, "if soocide's thy game;
out o' the way of a honest laborer as harsn t
no mind to come afore the crowner in thy
company." J .I stammered over an apology and beat a
hastv retreat, pursued by his aggressively
insistent remonstrances. My brain felt an
clouded with a strange wonder and terror.
Here in the heart oi London had I stum¬
bled across a thing that linked me most
weirdly with the past. I had known the
men at once. He was the carter who had
conveyed Modred home that Ireadful even¬
ing long ago from the pool of death.

it was not tie mersufact
here so far from home that wrought a^ kindof dismay in me. That was easily to be
accounted for. It was the presumable con¬
nection of my sudden seizure with his un¬
expected appearance that" filled nte with a
certain ghastly spirit of foreboding.
Could it really be, then, that the wheel

radiated a hideous influence toward those,
however distant, who had been bred in its
atmosphere, and who, through it, were to
become heirs to a common destiny of evil.
It seemed so, for all the ghastllness of the
thought. Then it would be best to return
straightwav and face the problem of Its in¬
fluence there In the central chamber and
defy and overcome it.
Feeling nervous and upset, I was ap¬

proaching my own door, when a figure
started from a dark angle of the wall close
by and stood before me.
"Duke!" I cried.

. , ..He was drenched with rain and mud.his
dark clothes splashed and saturated trom
boot to collar. His face In the drowned
lamplight was white as wax but his eyes
burned in rings of shadow. From his teeth
his lips were drawn back in a grm like that
of a corpse. I was shocked beyond ex-
nresslon at his dreadful appearance.
""What have vou been" doing with your¬

self?" I cried. "Duke! .Come In, for pity si
sake, and rest, and let us talk. I' "With you?" he muttered, in a mad,

AIDS TO COMPORT.
Two New Corset Covers Attractively

Made and Well Fitting.
A perfect-fitting corset cover is an object

for which many women search in vain.
Two of the latest styles, however, have
done much to mitigate that one evil of the
Summer costume. Equipped with either

.-7o7,mar feel partially content, bot*"tt both stored « i» Wr
thin gowns will cease to be trials. She
can enjoy their comfort ana feel no hannt-

ing dread as to fit.
The Empire design, or what hig i

propriately be called the bolero cover is

simple in the extreme, and admirable
wear under Empire gowns or, indeed, any
that do not require perfect smoothness
In itself, it is an attractive garment, and

inherently feminine, for which reasons

alone it is certain to find favor with women

who eschew all tendencies to severe c .

masculine attire. Fine cambric, lawn and
the cooler linen are all used in its making,
but the preference is given to nainsook,
lace trimmed.
The second cover enn scarcely be calle.l a

waist, for it exactly follows the lines of
the corset and serves to protect it without
the encumbrance of sleeves or even straps.
At first sight one wonders how it cau re¬

main so perfectly in place, and fit as snug¬
ly as it does, but a close investigation le-

veals buttonholes which attach it to the
b -els and loops which button over the lac¬
ing so keeping each side snugly fastened
to the corset, which is protected from all
evil. L.twn and nainsook, trimmed about
th* neck with plejitlngs of lace and bead-

lug tbrougL "vhicb ribbons are run. are the
favorites. few have been made in

4

grating voice. "With any Trender? I came
to ask you where he's in hiding.that's
all."
"I know co more than you do/'
"You lie! You're keeping his secret for

him. What were her claims compared
to family ties.devil's ties.such as yours?
You know, but you wont give him up to
me."
"I don't know."
He raised and ground his hands to¬

gether in exquisite passion.
"They drive nie to madness,'" he cried,

"but in the end.in the end I shall havp
him! To hold him down and torture the
life out of him inch by inch, .with the
terror in his eyes all the time! Why, I
could kill him by that alone.by only
looking at him."
He gloated over the picture called up in

his soul. If ever demon's eyes looked from
a human face, they looked from his that
night.
'"Duke," I whispered in horror. "You

have terrible cause for hate, I know; but
oh, think of how one grain of forgiveness

"For an instant the Doctor stood
and went all the colors of

on your part would stand you with.with
God, Duke."
He gave a wretched, sickening laugh.
"I don't know," I said. "Duke"
"By and by." he cried. "But tell me

first where he's hiding!"
and I held out a yearning hand to him.
At that he struck at me savagely, and,

running crookedly into the night, was lost
in the rainy darkness.

Chap. 30..I Go Home.
So much of strange incident had crowd¬

ed with action the long years of my life in
London, that, as I walked from the sta¬
tion down Into the old cathedral town, a

feeling of wonder was on me that the hand
of time had dealt so gently with the land¬
marks of my ^youth. Accustomed to look

upon.to work in.that huge bafcaar of hu¬
manity, where stupendous rise and over¬
throw are things of hourly occurrence,
the passionless unchanging peace of this
antique place spread like a balm upon my
soul. Here were the same old gates and
churches and houses I had known, unal¬
tered unless for an additional film of the
fragrant lichen of age. The very ruins of
the ancient castle anil palace were, stone

fbj' ""stone," sucli T rem'Snibereti' tllfeHT. The
rooks' nests in the high elms and limes
stood out on the stark branches unmulti-
plied, it seemed.
As I walked down- the High street the

cathedral bells clanged as they had on the
day I left. There was frost in the air. too;
so that sometimes, as»I moved dreamingly
onward, a sense as ir all that gap of vivid
life were a vanished vision and unreality
moved strongly in me. Then it seemed
that presently I should saunter into the old
mill to find my father and Zyp and Jason
sitticg down as usual to the midday meal.
My appearance was so changed that none

of all who would formerly have somewhat
sourly acknowledged my passing with a nod
now recognized me.
Suddenly I caught sight of Dr. Cracken-

thorpe, moving on in front of me in com¬

pany with another man. The doctor was no
more altered than his surroundings, judged,
at least, from his back view. This presented
the same long, rusty coat of a chocolate
color.relic of a bygone generation, I always
thought.cut after a slightly sporting fash¬
ion, which he wore in all my memory of
him ^throughout the Winter; half-Welling¬
ton beots, into which the ends of his trous¬
ers were tucked, and a flat-topped, hard
felt hat, under the brim of which his lank
tails of brick-colored hair fell in dry, thin
tassels.

silk, however, and are both attractive and
serviceable. One woman has given orders
for several, of varying colors, with skirts
to match. These she will wear under

gowns of grass linen and similar stuffs,
which give the effect of a silk lining with¬
out the Inconvenience that is often Its re¬

sult.

AN UNREASONABLE DEMAND.*"
She was a very great English lady; in

fact, she was a Duchess, and her presence
at a function of any kind was naturally
most desirable. There was a certain" family

who were making their way upward, aud a

relative of the Duchess, being sufficiently
Interested in their fortunes to give them
a helping hand, had induced Her Grnce to
lend the halo of her countenance :o one
of their balls. Shortly after he suggested
that a party call would T>e only civil.
The Duchess showed a mild surprise.
"Really!" she said, almost pathetically.

"I went to their house; you can't mean
that mey expect me to do auythlug moreV'

The man he walked with seemed old and
beat, and he moved with a spiritless, hesi¬
tating step that appeared to cause the other
some impatience,

I was so far from claiming knowledge of
this second person that, when he turned his
head aside a moment to gaze upon something
as I came near, it was with a most painful
shock that I discovered it to be my father.

I hurried up. calling to him. He gave a

great start.they both did.and turned
round to meet me.
Then I was terribly taken aback to see the

change that had come over him. He, whom
four years ago I had left hale, self-reliant,
powerful in body and intellect, was to all
appearance a halting and decrepit old man,
in whom the worst sign was the senile in¬
decision of his eyes.
He came at'me, holding out both his hands

in welcome with trembling eagerness, and I
was much moved to see some glint of tears
furrowing his cheeks.

"Ilenalt, my boy.Renalt, my boy!" he
cried in a gladsome, tliin voice, and that

quite doutnbfoufided
the prism."
was all; for he could
find words for no
more, but stood, look¬
ing up in my face.I
topped him now.
with a half-searching,half-deprecating earn¬
estness of perusal.

, "Well, dad," I an-
.swered, cheerfully.for I would give no
hint of surprise be¬
fore the other-."you
said 'come,' and here
I am."
"A brave fellow.a

'brown, strong man!"
He was feeling me
over as he spoke.
running his thumb
down the sinews of
of my hands.pinch¬
ing the firm arm In
my sleeve.
"A strong man, my

boy," he said. "I
bred him.he's my
son.I was the same

' myself once "

"You find your
father altered.eh, Mr. Bookbinder?" .
"If he Is at all, doctor, it's nothing that

wont improve on a little management and
wholesome company."
"Well, he's had plenty of mine."
"Then his state's accounted for," I said-

somewhat scurvily, in the absence of facts,
it must be acknowledged.
The long man looked at me with an ex¬

pression not pleasant.
"Aye," he said. "There's the old spirit

forward again. We've d'ohe very well
without It since the last of the fry took
themselves off."

"It's not company you batten on, doc¬
tor." I said. "But loneliness breeds other
evils than coin-collecting."
He stared alj me a moment, then took off

his hat with an ironical sweep.
"I mustn't forget my manners to a Lon¬

don rattle," he said. "No doubt you pride
yourself on a very pretty wit, sir. But
while you talk my lunch goes cold; so I'll
even take the- liberty of wishing you good-
morning."
He walked off. snapping his fingers on

either side of him.
When he was gone. I took my father's

arm and passed it through mine.
"Strong boy," he said, affectionately.then

whispered in my ear: "That's a terrible
man, Renalt! Be careful before you of¬
fend him."

I looked at him In startled wonder. This
was not how he was used to speak.

TRUSTWORTHY RECIPES.

STRAWBERRY CAKE.
Make a light sponge cake and bake in

square, shallow pans. Out the cake in

pieces three inches by five. Whip sweet
cream to a froth and set it on the ice to

harden. When the cream Is thoroughly
cold mix with the ripe whole berries and

powdered sugar to taste. Again set on ice
and when firm pile it lightly on the pieces
of cake.

FROZEN STRAWBERRIES.
To two pounds of strawberries add the.

juice of two lemons and let them stand for

ojie-half hour. Boil one quart of water and
two pounds of sugar for ten minutes. Strain
the syrup and when cold add the straw¬

berries. Then freeze all together.
STRAWBERRY SHERBET.

Boll together one quart and one pint of
water and two pounds of sugar for ten
minutes. Strain the syrup and add one

pint of strawberry juice and the juice of
half a lemon. When quite cold freeze.

STRAWBERRY SUN PRESERVES.
It is a tradition of old-fashioned Virginia

cookery that to preserve strawberries in
the sun in place of over the stove gives
them a richer flavor, and that they nre

more perfect than those prepared any othei-
way.
This rule requires three-quarters of a

pound of sugar to a pound of strawberries.
The sugar is mixed with just enough wafer

to wet It and put on to boll. It is to be
taken off before it thickens much and

poured over the strawberries. Then the
strawberries are set In the sun for two
days covered with a pane of glass. They
are occasionally stirred. On the third day
pour off the syrup and boll it again.. It will
be found much thinned by the juice of the
fruit. While boiling drop In a lump of
alum the size of the tip of your little linger.
Pour the hot syrup over the berries and set
in the sun again under glass. The next
day pour all into the preserving kettle and
boll until the berries plump up. Then set
in the sun again far a day. The next
morning seal in small jars with brandied
paper on top.
Strawberries preserved in this manner

never mold or ferment and are delicious
for roll pudding, tarts or layer cakea.

AN UP TODATE VIEW.

The little daughter of a certain "ad¬
vanced" woman remarked that she did
love Christmas, not because of the gifts
that she received herself, but because It
was the only time In the year that one

could give to the poor without dapger of
pauperising them.

"I hold him as cheap as any other dog,"
saul I,
He patted my hand with a little sigh of

comfortable admiration.
"I want you at homo," he said, "all to

myself. I'm glad that you've come, Renalt.
It's lonely in the old mill nowadays."
He was quite pleased to move on with

me in silence after that, only hastening
his steps as far as he could to be the
sooner under cover.
As he walked, my heart was filled with'

remorseful pondering over the wrecked
figure at my side. Why had I never known
of this change in it? What had caused it,
indeed? (Jloomy, sinister remembrances
of my one-time suspicion of some nameless
hold that the doctor had over my father
stirred In me and woke a deep anger
against fate. Were we all of us, for no
tault of our own, to be forever stunted in
our lives and oppressed by the malign in¬
fluence of the place that had given us
birth? It was hateful and monstrous.
What tight could a human being show

against foes who shot their poison from
places beyond the limits of his understand¬
ing?
A trifle more aged looking.a trifle more

crazy and dark and weather-stained.'the
old mill looked to my returning vision, and
that was all. As of old, the water thun¬
dered beneath it and away through the
bridge; the wheel greeted me with a muf¬
fled shriek of triumph; the atmosphere of
the place was cold and eerie and haunted
as ever.
But a great feast, awaited the returned

prodigal. The sitting room table fairly
sparkled with unwonted dainties of the sea¬

son, and the red fire crackled on the
hearth.
My father pressed me into a chair; ho

heaped good things upon my plate; he
could not do enough to prove the warmth
of his welcome and the pathos of lone¬
liness that underlay it.
"Here's to my strong son!" he cried,

pledging me gayly In a glass of weak wine
and water; "my son that I'm feasting, for
all the doctor.for all the doctor, I say!"
"The doctor, dad?"
"He wouldn't have had it, Renalt. He

said it was throwing pearls before swine
and most wicked waste. I wouldn't listen to
him this time.not I."
"Why, what has he got to do with it?"
"Hush!" he paused in his sipping and

looked all about him, with a fearful air. of
listening. I

THE NEWEST BICYCLE
SKIRT AND THE INVENTOR.

An enthusiastic bicyclist has turned her

brains to the inventi'on of a skirt that can¬

not ride up, nor blow up, nor even catch
in the chain guard. Like all successful
inventions, this one seems so simple that
other clever wheelwomen will wonder why
they did not think of the skirt for them¬
selves.

Its inventor, Daisy Humphreys, is the
wife of Joseph Humphreys, Mr. Charles
Frohman's general stage manager, and one
of the few best character actors in Amer¬
ica.

"I gave the skirt much thought and yet,
in the end, it only amounts to an extension

MRS. DAISY HUMPHREYS.

o' the hem at the bottom," said
Humphreys yesterday, with the merry lit¬
tle laugh that made her, when she chose
to be on the stage, the most attractive of
soubrettes.
This new skirt is intended to be cut all

in one. After allowing a quarter of a yard
for the hem, cut the skirt another quar¬
ter of a yard longer. Stitch up the hem,
tind with the quarter of a yard form the
bloomers. To do this, cut away six or

eight inches in front and about sixteen
Inches la the back. Gather the rest ip

"lie's a secret man," ho whispered, "an<J
the mill's as full of e;;rs as a king's pal*
ace."
I made no answer, but went on with mj

meal, though I hail much arfo to swallov»
if. Food for reflection abounded so that 1
had little appetite for material sort. I$ut
to please my father, I made a great show
of enjoying what was put before me. and
no doubt was the better for it after all.
One thing I noticed with satisfaction, and

that was that my father drank sparingly
and that only of wine watered to insipidity.
Indeed, I was to find that a complete change
in him in this respect was not the least
marvellous sign of the strange alteration in
his temperament.
For the time being any spirit of inquiry

or of interest in the methods of my lata
life seemed so completely absorbed in his
joy at my return that I could find no sub¬
ject to hold him a moment beyond the im¬
mediate one of my presence once' more un¬
der the old roof. Therefore I left discus¬
sion to the hiorrow, determined to humor
him now to-the top of his bent. And that
was one most pathetically solicitous for
my enjoyment, as if he dreaded that even
now I might suddenly take it into my head
to jump up and leave him again to his lone¬
liness and his memories.
The meal over, we drew our chairs to the

fire, and talked the afternoon away on de¬
sultory subjects. By and by some shadowy
spirit of of his old intellectual self seemed
to flash and flicker fitfully through his con¬
versation.
The afternoon deepened into dusk;

strange phantoms, wrought of the leapingflame, came out of corners or danced from
wall to ceiling and were gone.- He was in
the midst of a fine flow of words descrip¬
tive of some metaphysical passages he had
lately encountered in a book, when his
voice trailed off and died away. He crept
to me and whisyered in my ear: "He's
there, behind the door!"

I jumped to my feet, rushed across the
room and met Dr. Craekenthorpe on the
threshold.
"Can't you come in like a decent visi¬

tor?" I cried, stamping my foot on the
floor.
He looked pale and, I thought, embar¬

rassed, and he backed a little before my
onset.
"Why, what's all this?" he said. "I

walked -straight up the stairs, as a body
should."
"You made no noise," I said, black and '

wrathful. "What right have you to prowl
into a private house in that fashion?"
For a moment his face. fell menacing.

Rut It cleared.if such may express the
lightening of those muddy features.almost
immediately.
"Here's a fine reception," he cried, "for

one who comes to greet the returned
prodigal in all good-comradeship; and to
an old friend, too!"
"You were never ours," I muttered.
He plucked a bottle of gin from under

his arm, where he had been carrying it.
"Your fathi r's gi>'en up the pernicious

habit," he said, with a grin, "but I thought
perhaps ho'd break his rule for once on
such a stupendous occasion as this. Let
us pledge you in a full bumper, Mr.
Itenalt."
"Pledge whom you like," I answered

surlily, "but don't ask a return from me.
I don't drink spirit."
"Then you miss a very exquisite and

esthetic pleasure, I may say. Try it this
only time. Glasses, Mr. Trender."

I saw my father waver, and guessed this
unwonted liberality on the part of the Doc¬
tor was calculated to some end of his own.
In an.access of rage, I seized the full bot¬
tle and spun It with all my might against
the wooden wall of the room. It crashed
Into a thousand flying splinters, and the
pungent liquor flooded the floor beneath.
For an instant the Doctor stood quite

dumfounded, and went all the colors of the
prism. Then he walked very gently to the
door and turned on the threshold.
"You were always an unliekcd cub," he

said, softly, "but this transcends nil your
past pleasantries."

"I mean it to," I said, still in a towering
passion. "I intend it as a hint that you
had best keep away from here. I've no
cause to remember you with love, and
frcm this time, understand, you've no
claim of friendship on this household."
"I will remember," he said. "I always

do. Ferhaps I've another sort of cleim,
though. Who knows?"
He nodded at me grimly once or twice,

like an evil mandarin, and walked off, down
the stairs.

1 looked at my father. He was sitting,
his hands clasping the elbows of his chair,
with a wild, lost look upon his face.
"What lrave you done?" he whfspered;

"Renalt, what have you done? We are in
that man's power to ruin us <ft a word!"
To be continued to-morrow. This story

began In the Journal April 27.

A CYNICAL, WRETCH.

He sat on the piazza in his tennis flan¬
nels that Sunday morning and watched the
girls go by to church in their fresh Sum¬
mer frocks.
One of them hailed him as she passed.
"How lazy you are!" she said; "why

don't you go to church?"
"It is only the women who have to go to

church in a watering place," lie replied.
"Why, I should like to know?" she asked.
"Because, you know, there are not enough

partners to go round for Tuesday's german,
and you need to go and pray for 'all sorts
and condition? of men.' "

She passed on haughtily.

the approved bloomer fashion, and then
join with Mrs. Humphreys's Thespian sis¬
ters in blessing the little woman who has
invented blbomers that do not extend up
over the stomach, the bane of stout wo-

THfc NEW BICYCLE SKIRT.

men, bloomers that hold the skirt dowt,
the desire of all artistic women, and away
from chain or wheel, thus relieving the
hearts of anxious male relatives.

DOMESTIC ECONOMY,

They had been shopping all the morning
and were worn out when they Anally found
themselves in the vicinity of a small and
presumably little known restaurant. "L
doesn't look prepossessing," said one, "bu"
it holds eatables." "Yes, and we are starv~
lug.let's go in." They sat down at the
first vacant table. "They ordered lavishly
and then picked up the napkins in an¬

ticipatory preparation, "Waiter," cried
the more fastidous, instantly dropping hers,
"these have been used."
"Oh, that's all right," answered th

waiter, as he strolled off to serve tb,J
lunch, "the foil* *Lut' coming back u°
more." o


